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The Last of the Glendale Gang’; 


OR, 


Nick Carter’s Great Success. 


By the author of ‘‘“NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 
A NOTE OF WARNING. 


“T?ll lend what assistance I can, chief, but this Oakland 
bank affair will probably take up the most of my time for 
the next month.” , 

“Tt’s a pity, captain; but then when a case has a 
woman in it if requires time for its proper dev elopment 
and ending.” 

The speakers were Patrick Crowley, San Francisco’s 
energetic and skillful chief of police, and Captain I. W. 
Lees, the noted head of the Golden City detective force, 
and the conversation occurred in the former’s office in the 
old City Hall building. 

“The whole matter should have been placed in the 
Bands of Nick Carter,” Captain Lees remarked, after a 
pause, “for the reason that he knows more about the 
eriminals and their records than any other detective in 
the United States, and besides he has captured a good 
part of the gang already.” 


“That’s a fact, captain. The gang had not long been 


erganized on an extensive scale before it sent a detach- | 


ment to Western Union Junction on the Chicago, Milwau- 
kee and St. Paul road, where they overpowered the train 
hands and messengers, marched through the American 
Express car, and secured five thousand dollars and a 
quantity of jewelry. Nick Carter got on their trail, and 
how well he managed the affair every one knows. By the 


exercise of unequaled sagacity and courage he recovered) and that’s why F let him have Whittaken 


the stolen plunder, and saved the authorities the expense 
of trying four of the robbers.” 
“Then, after a series of raidson trains SHH banks,” 


added Captain Lees, “there came the other bold transac- | 


tion, one phase of which, and the last, I hope, we are here 


to consider—the robbery of the Frisco Night Express at| 


Glendale, Mo., on the night of November 30 of last year. 
At the time of this robbery, as in the other cases, the 


members of the gang were masked, all of the train hands| 


were captured, and the express door blown open with 
dynamite. 
Yompany by this robbery was about twenty-five thousand 
dollars.” 

“Of which about half,” said Chief Crowley, “was 
turned up by Nick Carter, asssisted by his brave and 
dashing lieutenant, Chick, and all of the gang captured 
but six. 

“Two have since died of alcoholism, and one—Jim 
Francis—went to sheol by the rifle express while trying 
to outdo Jesse James over in Missouri last January. 

“That leaves three of the original gang still alive and 
at liberty, to wit: Marion Hedspeth, Adelbert Sly, and 


The estimated loss to the Adams Express | 


NICK CARTER LIBRARY. 


Weir 
ne ate 
nie 


ap ‘ 
"er 2 " Ay: No. he 


a more dangerous pair of criminals America hae never 
produced.” 

“And if the pair are ever arrested,” rejoined Crowe 
“then the worst gang of train robbers in the country will 
have been broken up. We have received information that 
they are on the coast somewhere, and the managers of 
the Adams Express Company are relying on us to catch 
them. Strange that they did not give the case into Nick 
Carter’s hands.” 

“Perhaps they have done so,” 
quietly. 

“But I should have received a telegram to that effect, 
wouldn’t I?” 

ee No. ” 

“Why not?” 

“Because there have been so many cases of collusion 
between these train robbers and outsiders, railway em- 
ployees, telegraph operators, and what not, that the ex- 
press managers are naturally averse to trusting the 
ordinary avenues of communication when important 
interests are involved.” ‘ 

“JT see. And because one dishonest operator was exposed 
not long ago they have placed the immense force of tele- 
graph employees in the West under the black ban of sus- 
picion.” 

66 Yes. 9 

“H’m, and how will the intelligence of the inner work- 
ings of the express company in respect to this cage reach 
us if the wires are not called into service? By mail?” 

‘“No, bevause there’s danger in that direction as well 
as in the other.” 

A messenger from the Pacifie Postal Telegraph Cable 
Company entered at this juncture. 

He handed a sealed message to Chief Crowley. 

The latter opened it hurriedly, glanced at the contents, 
and then handed it to Captain Lees while he affixed his 
signature to the messenger’s book. 

“By George!” exclaimed the captain, “but Pinkerton 
has gone and done it after all. He thought he might run 
across either Hedspeth or Sly down ee somewhere, 


returned the detective, 


“Ves,” rejoined Chief Crowley, ‘the Chicago man has 
got in ahead of us this time,” 

The dispatch was from Los Angeles, and read as fol- 
lows: 


‘Have arrested Bert Sly. 


Must go East at once. Particulars by 
messenger. 


R. A. Pinxerron,” 


“Which means,’' interpreted Captain Lees, ‘‘that there’s 
something behind this mere announcement of an import- 
ant capture.” 

“We'll know all about it to-morrow.” 

The chief was right. 

The next day while Captain Lees was absent in Oakland, 
a long-haired Mexican, who was dressed like a vaquero, 
walked into the City Hall, and began looking at the signs 
over the doors. 

A policeman was struck by the brilliancy of his eyes, 
and stopped smoking to look at him. 

The Mexican presently turned to the guardian of the 
peace, and in a clear, rich voice, but with a decided Cas- 
tilian accent, said : 

“T wass try and find de officea por Crowlee—Chief 


Dink Wilson. We are not concerned much about Wilson, Crowlee.” 
for his share in the robbery was slight, but we do want| 
to corral Hedspeth and Sly, for they were the leaders, and then tackle the first door to your right.” 


“Go down that corridor till you come to a stair railing, 


wae 
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‘Much gracios, senor.” 
~“Ton’t mention it.” 

With a polite bow and a graceful wave of the hand the 
' Mexican left the policeman, found the door mentioned, 
and rapped at it gently. 
~ “Come in,” said a hearty voice, and the Mexican, push- 
- ing open the door, found himself in the presence of Chief 

Crowley. 

*“T wand find ’boot dat Cheeck law, chief.” 

“Chicken law, eh?” 

“Si senor, eef dat wass Cheeck.” 

“Then you had best go to the District Attorney.” 

“Whad I go there for, chief?” 

' “For information,” returned the officer, pleasantly. 
a “This not a law office, you must understand.” 
i “T onstan’ lit’? law, nod much, chief. Some one tella 

me go strit up chief’s office; he tell me all ’boot Cheeck 
law.” 

The chief was not busy at the moment, and the Mexican 
~ seemed so earnest and ingenuous that he concluded to 
We listen to him for a while and hear his story. 
| ‘Dees Cheeck,” the representative of the Latin race 

went on, “ees bother me like sin, eh?” 

“That’s bad. I have been vothered that way myself,” 
was the sympathetic rejoinder, 

“He no coma back when he say he coma. 
wass find heem ?” 

“Male chicken, eh? Why not say ‘rooster?’ ” 

‘‘Dat man what calla Cheeck rooster to hees face wass 
get hees eye close pretty quick, chief.” 

“A chicken fight aman! Pshaw !” 

“Td wass nod a cheecken. Cheeck, I saya; sabe?” 

The chief looked puzzled. 

The Mexican frowned. 

The frown was presently succeeded by a broad smile. 

“You no sabe, chief. Cheeck wass a man lika me. 
is Hellion, too, chief.” 

‘*What !” 

“Ves, for he cama from Hellion City, Nevada.” 

The chief opened his eyes. 

He was beginning to smell’a rat, as the saying is. 

The Mexican grinned. 

“Oho!” almost shouted the chief, ‘‘I see through your 
little game now. You are——” 

“Nick Carter, af your service,” and the great detective 
put out his hand, which was heartily clasped by the other. 

“T’d never have known you in the world,” was the 
‘chief’s comment, “if you hadn’t given me the cue.” 

Vs thought my reference to Chick would make you sus- 
pect my identity. And now to business. I am just in from 
Los Angeles.” 

“Los Angeles!” ejaculated the chief, in strong astonish- 
ment; “then you must have had a hand in the capture of 
Sly, the Glendale train robber.” 

“T had both hands in,” responded Nick, with a smile; 
“in fact, it was on business for the Adams Express Com- 
pany that I came to this coast. Here are my credentials.” 

He handed two letters to the chief. 

The first was from Manager Damsei, St. Louis. 
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‘¢This will inform you,” thus it ran, ‘‘that the management of the 
case against Hedspeth and Sly, the leaders of the Glendale robbery, 
has been placed in the hands of Mr. Nick Carter, of New York, for 
reasons which you, who know of his former services in behalf of this 
express company and others doing business in the West, will at once 
understand and appreciate. Please give him every assistance in your 
power, regardless of expense, for it is not a question of money with 
us in this affair, but the capture and conviction of the most dangerous 
pair ot lawbreakers in the Union. Danser,” 


The other letter was from Superintendent Byrnes, and 
referred in the most complimentary terms to Nick Car- 
ter’s attainments as a detective. 

“You are not a stranger to me, Carter,” said the San 
Francisco officer, “and therefore the last letter was un- 
necessary.” 

“I beg your pardon,” said Nick, quickly, “for I see by 
the superscription that it was not meant for you. Itis 
directed to a fellow known as‘Whom it May Concern.’ 
Not even a relative of yours.” 

“Not in this case. Have a smoke?” 

“Don’t care if I do, chief.” 

Nick lighted the fine Havana which he took from the 
chief’s case, and when he saw that the San Franciscan 
had provided himself also with a weed he opened his bud- 
get in earnest. 


“Pinkerton did not go to Los Angeles for the express 
purpose of catching Sly,” he began, “but when he arrived 
i there and found me, and learned that I had worked the 
case against the robber up to the point of arrest, he gladly 
consented to remain over long enough to receive the 
prisoner and convey him to the St. Louis jail.” 

‘*How long have you been in California, Mr. Carter ?” 

“One week. I parted with Chief Harrigan, of St. Louis, 
just seven days ago.” : 

“ *T will give you one month, Carter,’ said he, at part- 
| ing, ‘in which to transact your business, and if at the end 
of that time you have not run down both Sly and Hed- 
;speth I shall think that your old time luck has failed 
WOR 7 
| “Quek is not the proper word. 
| been.” 
| “That’s putting it too strong, chief.” 

“Well, then, suppose I say that luck and skill combined 
have always accompanied your efforts and bronght suc- 
cess to whatever you have undertaken. And now tell me 
what kind of case you have against Sly.” 

“A first-class one, I should say. He was not the first in 
command—Hedspeth occupied that position—but he did 
the most of the talking at the time of. the robbery, and 
was the little man spoken of by Mulrennan, the messen- 
ger.” 

‘*Has the latter seen and identified him ?” 

79 Yes.” 

“That’s a strong point for the prosecution.” 

“And Mulrennan had special reasons fer remembering 
him. He took the messenger’s pistol away, and while 
looking at it asked Mulrennan if it was the only weapon 
of the kind he had with him in the car. 

“Mulrennan returned an affirmative answer, and imme- 
diately thereafter Sly picked up a box in the bottom of 
which was another pistol. 

“ «When the robber saw that I had deceived him,’ said 
the messenger to me, ‘he grabbed the pistol and pointing 
it at my head poured out a volley of curses, and said ,that 
he had a good notion to blow my brains out right then.’ 

“Sly took Mulrennan’s watch from him, and during all 
the proceedings was very loud, noisy, and talkating and 
swore like a pirate, 

“Mulrennan was face to face with him most Of tHe dime, 
and he had every chance in the world to fix,.the robber’s 
features in his memory. ids elevidootoh 

“This would have been impossible had nOn Siyis-mar 
fallen off soon after he entered the express#'@ar/sscidsenea 


| “But the messenger’s identification is not the only. 
oderdw aor 


Skill it should have 
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scored against the robber,” continued Nick, “for on Sly’s “Yes, I do know who,” he muttered, under his breath. & 
person we found Mulrennan’s gold watch. “though you do not suspect that 1 know, mistress writer, 
“T told Pinkerton I would see you, and give you the for it is not Marion Hedspeth who has sent me this threat- 
true facts regarding the capture, and now that I have ening epistle, but his charming wife.” 
done so I will come down to the business which brought | 
me to San Francisco. Chief Harrigan, of St. Louis, gave, eee ys 
me a month, as I have told you, in which to catch both | CHAPTER IL. 
Hedspeth and Sly. One week has passed, and Sly is in 
custody. That leaves me three weeks in which to run his NICK IN CLOSE QUARTERS. 
partner to earth.” | : 
“What! Is Hedspeth in San Francisco?” exclaimed the! Nick had not had much trouble in capturing Bert Sly, 
chief, in surprise. for to use a common expression in the lower walks of life, 
“Tf he isn’t then Chick, my assistant, is a bungler of the robber ‘talked to much with his mouth.” 
the worst kind.” | Marion Hedspeth was a bird of another feather. 

“ What has Chick discovered 2” | He it was who had directed the bold robbery at Glen- |/& 
“This: that Hedspeth’s wife, a beautiful and dangerous dale, who had talked but little on that occasion, but | 
woman, and one wno has been of great assistance to the always to the point. | 
gang in the past, left Missouri some weeks ago to come _ The great detective knew that the task of placing this //h 

secretly to California. Chick, who had been watching her dangerous criminal behind bolts and bars would not be an | 
movements, in the belief that sooner or later she would easy one. Aiea : i 
meet her husband, was a passenger on the same train that And yet he had the faith to believé that in spite of the | 
took her across the Rockies. apparent odds against him he would win the battle, and 
“Meanwhile I had gone to California by the southern Within the time set by the St. Louis chief. 
route in the track of Bert Sly. The threatening note convinced him of one thing. } 
“The day before I turned my man over to Pinkerton’ ‘The writer did not know that Chick was on her track. ee 
Chick wired me in cipher from Oakland that he had She had by some means or other kept herself posted re- |) 
located Mrs. Hedspeth, and was confident that the bus- garding Nick’s movements, but she had failed to take 
band was not far away. note of the danger that menaced her from another direc- | 
‘I shall be in Oakland before night, chief, and you may tion. 
expect important developments in a day or two, un-' While reading the note Nick, out of the corner of his 
less_——” ,eye, had seen the Mexican dwarf enter a Saloon across 


‘“‘Unless what ?” i the way. 


i ra 3 . 5 : : a x 
“Unless Mrs. Marion Hedspeth is cleverer than Satan.” ; ues Bien i oe ica es i ve that 
“Tll bet she’s nobody’s fool.” _tellow again,” was his thought, “for his physical peculi- 


The conversation was not carried much further arities are such that he must be well known in the city.” 


Chief Crowley promised his aid should it be required, ae policeman strolled up, and Nick, who knew him | 
and Nick left him with a feeling that his work was pio-, wou peeod, tn his Own yeice: ? 
ceeding in a remarkably favorable manner. ? Say, Comstock, do you ot that Mexican dwarf who | 
He went out of the building by way of Merchant street. IDE went in the saloon yonder : y 
As he stepped upon the asphalt sidewalk a Mexican’ | sou appear to know me, said the puzzled officer, | 
dwarf with a wrinkled, parchment-like face and two sharp , ae im bless ed if I can place you. i zi 
eyes set close together under shaggy, overhanging eye- | i You ehh if you dense the Astoret case. 
brows, accosted him in these words: MN hat, Nick Carter,’ 


“That’s my name.” 
“Hscoosa me, senor, bud you wass nod seguro. Sabe 2?” : 
uw rons do you mean?” : 5 After a cordial handshake the officer was about to ask | 


Nick looked at the fellow with suspicion | @ string of eager questions, when Nick interrupted him in | 
“T mean that you wass nod O K.” his quick, abrupt manner. 
“ Avain Task what do you mean?” “Can’t stop to talk of anything but business now, 
i , : n 
The great detective forgot for the moment that he was ers pout that hunchback, do. you know tami 
assuming a part. | Mi ; ; ry 
He spoke in his natural voice. a hes ond hong i ae 
“Dees note ’splain whad I mean, senor,” returned the ty enmurae y 
. Mexican, with an evil grin. A good one-—to be depended upon? 
“". He handed a sealed envelope to Nick, and then stole | ee nee anayS. Whenever we use him-we have to watch 
SGwiftly away. ee aa 
Tick tore open the envelope. sear seas : 
{16 8¢he contents of the note were brief. but they were “ Antonio Murillo, but we call him Shorty for short. 
 agoitited ; Nick laughed. 
4 “What is his record, if he has any ?” 


{This sig to warn you, Nick Carter,” so the note ran, “that if you| ‘‘He has been in San Quentin for robbing a drunk, and 


‘know when you. are well off you will not bother with the affairs of i i i 
2 TMasion Héedspeth. Take the advice of one who would as soon cut a he is suspected of having had a hand in the murder of 


detective’s throat as to eat his supper, and leave for St. Louis by the , Walter High in Golden Gate Park.” : 


next train, for if you remain and try any of your Sly tricks in San| “How came the chief to first use him as a ‘stool?’ ” 
af eB Hine MAS thétoroner will soon have a most interesting subject for a : 


sensational inquest. You Know Wao,” | “He was running with Happy Jack Harrington at the 
ae cere ee baer gee time of the latter’s arrest for a Dupont street saloon rob- 
we) Nick we iiaitcd: bery, and when he found he was under surveillance he 
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fned on his pal and gave away the whole snap. After| “T could lick der stuffin out o’ you, ee , wid one 
the chief put him onto the trail of a brace of Eastern | hand tied behind me back and stan’in’ on me head ; see?” 


90ks who had followed Jimmy Hope to the coast, and 
lorty had ’em run into the cooler inside of a week.” 
“Tias he had any work for the office lately ?”, 

Ke “No. bb) 

“Ts he trusted by any of the crooks?” 

: Not by any of the local fry. An outsider might be 


That’s all, I believe.” 
ick left the officer and went into a restaurant a few 
ors below. Entering a private stall he called for a 
ate of raw oysters. 
When the waiter had filled the order and departed Nick 
nned the curtains together so that no one could peer in, 
d then proceeded to make a change in his personal ap- 


ve taken for a Mission street or Tar Flat tough passed 
t of the door of the restaurant ostentatiously picking 


the isa great deal smarter than I take him for.” 


i Pushing open the door of the saloon slightly the de 
iy tective looked in and saw that the dwarf was sitting at a 


: ie Aable with a schooner of beer in front of him. 


/probably said to himself, ‘Now let him shadow me if he 
'feels like it, for little good will it do him. I shall conduct 
ees like any ordinary person of repectability, and) 


nt 


4 ' beer and giving no heed to the future. Now, Iam going to 
/) surprise that Mexican, and at the same time teach him a 


“He does not 


Mrs. Hedspeth’s note of warning. 
“When he left me after letting me know that my dis- 
guise was not good enough to deceive a real Mexican he 


‘ shall go into no shady quarters or be seen hobnobbing | 
| with any suspicious looking characters.’ 

“ And with the idea, in his mind that he is safe,” were 
I Nick's further cogitations, “he is contentedly sipping his 


lesson.” 
The great Astactive entered the saloon, and rapping 


) loudly on the bar counter caused the German barkeeper, 
’ who was in a partial doze in his chair, to jump to his feet 
) with a start. 


“Say, Reuben,” said, Nick, in the toughest kind of a 
voice and style, “d’yer knaw me?” | 
“fT seen dot brudder of yours somedimes maype,” 
answered the barkeeper, with a wirk in the dwarf’s direc- 

tion. 
“Yer seen me brudder, did yer?” 
*‘Dot’s vat I said, Heinrich.” 
“Me name ain’t Heinrich ; see?” 
“Yaw, I see.” 
“Den w’y did yer call me Heinrich, Dutchy ?” 
‘‘Der veller vat I knows haf god a brudder vat his name 
vas been Heinrich; zee?” 
“What are yer givin’ me? 
“No, chinger, Pilly.” 
“Me name ain’t Pilly. Do I look like a pill? Say?” 
The barkeeper paid no attention to Nick’s aggressive 


Tomales?” 


iy attitude, but replied, coolly : 


“T dink you might dake a bill und id don’d hurt you 


ie Yer ain t ae enuff to give me a pill, Dutchy.” 


| “Maype T vosn’t, und maype I vos.” 


“You gif me some more oof dose lib oof yours, Jakey, 


und Ill haf der whole bolice force ofer here doo quick. 
How vas dot, Pilly 2” 


“It’s de trump card. Take der trick and fire out some 


booze.” 


“Vat you goin’ to boison yourselluf mit?” 
‘* Beer.” 
As the barkeeper started to draw a glass of the foaming 


beverage Nick beckoned to the dwarf and said patroniz- 
ingly : 


“Slide up here, Stumpy, and astonish yer stummick 


wid anodder schooner.” 


The Mexican shook his head. 

“Much gracios, senor,” he said, 
plenty.” 

“Come up and drink wit’ me; see?” 

Nick emphasized this command by slapping his hand 
with great force against the counter and putting on a 
most ferocious expression of countenance. 

The dwarf, deeming discretion the better part of valor, 
walked up to the bar. 

“'W’en I asks a man ter drink, Stumpy,” remarked the 
pseudo tough, as he puta heavy hand on the Mexican’s 
shoulder, “he’s got ter come ter time or get hurt. Do you 
sabe that?” 

“Si, senor.” 

“You see, senor, eh? 
But say ?” 

‘*Say whad, senor?” 

“T’m onto yer.” 

The Mexican started and looked at the disguised man- 
hunter keenly. 

“I’m dead onto yer, Nibbsey,” Nick went on, with his 
voice lowered to a whisper. “Yer in wid der cops, and 
you’d give a pal away fer coffee and doughnuts.” 

“It’s a lie!” retorted the dwarf, fiercely. 

Nick laughed. 

“T tort I’d stir yer up, Stumpy, and I don’t mind yer 
callin’ mea liar. P’raps you’ll call mea liar again w’en 
I tell yer dat I seen yer a few minutes ago torkin’ to der 
flyest sleut’ in der country.” 

The Mexican’s eyes seemed to look the speaker through 
and through. 

‘“Who wass de sleuth I wass talk with?” he asked, with 
outward calmness. 

“Nick Carter.” 

The detective spoke so low that the barketper did not 
hear him. 

In fact that individual, after having placed two glasses 
of beer on the counter in front of the two men, had 
dropped into his chair, and was napping again. 

He had been up nearly all the night before in attend- 
ance on a poker game, and he cculd scarcely keep his eyes 
open. 

When Nick Carter’s name was mentioned the little 
Mexican’s face put on a look of abject terror. 

The disguised detective was astonished at. this exhibi- 
tion. 

He had supposed from the fellow’s looks and words on 
the occasion of the meeting outside that he was acquainted 
with the contents of the note which he had delivered. 

However, Nick was not sorry that he had enlightened 
the Mexican, for he quickly perceived that the little ras- 
cal could the more easily be operated on now that the lat- 
ter knew that the party who employed him had not 
treated him with the fullest confidence. 

After a moment’s pause the Mexican asked, nervously: 

“How you wass know Neeck Carter was da hombre ?” 

“He had me in tow las’ week; see?” 

“You? Where wass that, amigo ?” 

The dwarf spoke tn a pleasanter tone than usual, but 
his complacency was affected. 


“bud I have god 


Well, if yer see ‘that’s 


all right. 


te 
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Nick knew he was on tenter-hooks, and he smiled in- 
wardly as he watched his quarry. 

‘In Los Angeles,” was the disguised detective’s answer. 

“Si? Ho—what you done, eh?” 

“Der bloke collared me cos he tort I was one o’ der 
“Glendale gang ?” 

“Da Glendal’ gang?” 

The little Mexican opened his eyes to their fullest ex- 
tent. 

Was he acting or was bis surprise genuine? 

Nick could not tell, though he was inclined to the belief 
that the fellow had been completely taken in by the decep- 
tion that was being practiced upon him. 


“Yes, der Glendale gang,” said Nick, as he stuck his! 


under lip out and wagged his head in a devil-may-care 
way, “but I guv him der col’ shake w’en we run up ergin 
der Chief er Pleece, an’ don’t yer let it escape yer mem’ry ; 
see ?” 

“Da chief helpa you out, eh ?” 

“Dat’s wot, Sebastiano Allamaguzaloo Yucatan. He 
knowed me fer a Californian, an’ he knowed, too, dat w’en 
dem chumps done der train act at Glendale I was in Los 
Angeles playin’ checkers wid me nose in der calaboose. 
But, say, Agapito Tackamarran, drink yer beer afore we 
chin any more; see?” 

The Mexican took a few sips of his beer, and then 
pushed the glass away. 

“You would swear Neeck Carter wass da hombre you 
saw when he wass talk with me, eh?” 

“Cert. He was rigged out in Greaser togs down in Los 
Angeles w’en he gadhered mein. Oh, I knows him, bet 
yer sweet life, Anasastocio Christoforo Pollamaslimpsio.” 

The Mexican scowled. 

“You don’t god my name, senor. 
Murillo.” . 

“Glad ter know yer, Antoni. Put it there.” 

Their hands met in a clasp that made the Mexican 
scream with pain. 

“Dat’s der Tar Flat grip, Antoni,” explained the false 
tough, witha grin. “Der fust time you happen down in 
Howard street give it to one o’ der boys, an’ see wot he’ll 
do 

“He might smacka mein da—whad you call?—snoot, 
eh ?” 

“Dat’s wot, Sacramento Sassafraxio—I mean Antonio.” 

The Mexican walked trom the counter to the table he 
had recently quitted. 

““Come, sit down, amigo,” he said, courteously, to Nick. 
“T wand talk with you ’boud dees detective, Carter, eb ?” 

Nick came forward and took a seat opposite the dwarf. 

“Bust loose, Hispanio la Contrabando Wollapotumpio— 
dat is Antonio; see?” 

The Mexican bent over and whispered, slowly : 

“Hef you breeng me thees Neeck Carter where I wass 
see him alone—alone, you on’stan’—I geef you cinco 
9e808..”” 

“ Five dollars. 


Id wass Antonio 


Pll doit, Don Juan Ignacio Chapulti- 
peltico—I mean Antonio. I'll do it, sure. But, say, what 
do yer want of him? Give somethin’ away? Yer a 
‘stool,’ yer know, an’ givin’ away is yer business; see?” 

Nick watched him narrowly as he spoke these words. 

The dwarf muttered an imprecation in Spanish. 

““Neeck Carter your friend ?” he asked, with an assump- 
tion of calmness. 

“Naw. What do yer take me for? 
dine? Say?” 

The Mexican smiled but made no answer. 

“Do yer t’ink I’d be a fren’ of a bloke dat tried ter sen’ 
me over de bay?) Not much. He’s no fren’ er mine, old 
skeezicks, an’ I kin lick der galoot wot says he is; see?” 

“He wass no friend of mine either.” 

“Den yous wan ter do him up, is dat yer racket?” 

“No, I wand see him.” 

“Oos if yer does want ter put der everlastin’ kibosh on 
der bloke I’m wit’ yer, an’ de sooner we light down on his 
backbone der better I'l] like it. Dat’s me der whole hog; 
see ?” 

The Mexican shook his head. 

“Nod now, amigo, by and by, poco tumpo, we talk of 
thees, and find out da way. Now I wand see Neeck Carter 
for something else—bood——” 


A snipe or er sar- 


“Der Glendale job?” interrupted Nick, carelessly. 

The shot told. ; : 

The dwarf started, but when he saw nothing in hig 
companion’s expression to indicate that the question was. 
artfully put he resumed his wonted coolness. 5 

“IT know nothing ’boud Glendale,” he replied, shortly. 

‘If yer did yer might make a big load 0’ doodle.” 

“How much?” asked the Mexican, eagerly. 

‘““Ask Nick Carter.” 

“No, no. .My beesness nod that——” 

He stopped short in his reply, and Nick saw that his 
gaze was directed toward the door of the saloon. 

The detective turned his head quickly to see a tall, raw- 
boned man with a broken nose and a pock-marked face 
just in the act of entering. 

Nick’s surprise was so great that he came within an 
ace of making an exclamation that would have betrayed 


i himself. 


For he knew that man well, 
He was Mike McGuire, a notorious criminal and ex- 


|convict of St. Louis. 


He had kept a low resort in that city, and for years had 
made it a practice to harbor thieves and desperadoes, and 
assist them in their schemes of robbery and lawlessness. 

It was while piping off McGuire’s joint that Nick had 
learned that Bert Sly had gone tu the Pacific coast. 

McGuire had sheltered Sly, and had assisted him to 
make his escape out of St. Louis. 

What was the fellow doing in San Francisco ? 

Had he come on to help Sly further? And had he jour- 
neyed from Los Angeles to San Francisco on learning 
that the Glendale robber was in the hands of Bob Pinker- 
ton? 

The great detective determined that both these ques- 
tions should be answered that day and to his satisfaction. 

McGuire passed the table at which the Mexican dwarf 
and Nick were sitting. 

The Mexican madea quick signal while Nick’s atten- 
tion was apparently engaged with the pattern in the wall 
paper. 

The detective smiled to himself. ; 

“They know each other,” was his thought, “and Mac 
has come in here to see him on business. I must not in- 
terfere with it.” 

He rose to his feet, having formed a certain resolution, 
and moved toward the door. 

“ the threshold he stopped and beckoned the Mexican 
to him. 

“Tll find der detec,” he whispered, “an’ give him some 
kind of er game dat’ll fetch him down to der wharf or 
some good place fer a quiet confab wid yer; see?” 

“$i, si, senor,” said the dwarf, delightedly. 

“And w’en I’ve got der job fixed I’ll let you know. 
Wair’ll I fine you?” 

“Here.” 

“When ?” 

“To-night.” 

“Too many cops roun” here ter suit me.” 

“You coma here, then we go somewair else, senor.” 

“Dat’s better. I'll be here by seven o’clock. Dat do 
yer?” 

(74 Gi.” 

“Den good-by.” 

“So long.” 

Nick went out of the door. 

Five minutes later McGuire and the Mexican were on 
the sidewalk. 

They directed their steps toward the water front. 

Entering a dingy restaurant on Pacific street, in a 
quarter frequented by lawless characters, they disap- 
peared within a dirty stall at the rear. 

Nick Carter in the guise of a longshoreman walked into 
the restaurant a moment later. 

It was afternoon, and business was slack. 

All the stalls were unoccupied except the one just 
taken by McGuire and the dwarf. 

The proprietor and one waiter constituted the entire 
force of the establishment. 

Nick called for a plate of doughnuts, and when they 
e¢ame he said to the proprietor, an impassive Sclavonian : 

““T'll go into a stall and eat’em. Any objection?” 


No. 74. 


(eS meey 


NICK CARTER LIBRARY. 7 


66 No. ” 
_ The detective stepped noiselessly to the stall next below 


the one occupied by his quarry, and as noiselessly took a 


seat at the little table. 

The partition was of thin boards, and extended only 
half way up to the ceiling. 

Every word spoken by McGuire and the Mexican could 
be heard distinctly. 

-“Hedspeth has got t@ be yanked out of Frisco,” the 
broken-nosed desperado from St. Louis was saying, “or 
the game is up.” 

“The game wass up, eh, because thees Carter wass 
here?” 

a4 Yes.” 

“Why wass I not been told ’boud thees detective ?” 

“Don’t know. The madam had her reasons, I expect.” 

“EKef Neeck Carter was deesappear, get kil], eh, Hed- 
speth might stay, is that nod so, senor ?” 

“You bet. With Nick Carter out of the way the boy 
might camp anywhere in the United States.” 

“How much you geef to have Neeck quit—loosa his 
breath, eh?” 

“The madam will give one thousand dollars. She can’t 
spare any more, for Nick Carter and that terror of a 
Chick have already received half of the boodle the gang 
got away with at Glendale.” 

The Mexican remained silent for a moment. 

He appeared to be in deep reflection. 

At last he said, slowly : 

“T theenk I know a party, senor, who will be glad to 
earn dose thousand doll’s.” 

“ What’s his name 2” 

“T donno whad wass hees name, bud he coma from Tar 
Flat.~ 

“A tough?” 

“Si, senor.” 

“T wish I could see him now.” 

“T theenk you can see him, senor—heem or hees brud- 
dar.” 

“Where ?” 

“In dees shebang.” 

As the dwarf spoke he touched a button on the dividing 
partition, and a door quickly slid out of sight, the aper- 
ture disclosing the form of Nick Carter as_ the ’longshbore- 
man, sitting at the table in the next stall, with his head 
bent forward in an attitude of profound attention. 

The situation was as interesting as it was dramatic. 


CHAPTER III. 
A NEW COMPLICATION. 


For once in his life the great detective was taken com- 
pletely by surprise. 

He had formed a wrong estimate of the Mexican’s char- 
acter and attainments. 

He had looked upon the rascal as a slippery customer, 
one who would betray his best friend for a gold piece, and 
vet he had not credited him with the phenomenal shrewd- 
ness which his last exhibition had shown him to possess, 

The dwarf mast have seen him enter the restaurant, 
and have guessed who he was. 

Nick had not much time in which to determine upon 
his course of action, for atthe moment the secret door 
suddenly opened the muzzle of a revolver was on a line 
with his forehead. 

The Mexican held it, while Mike McGuire looked on in 
blank amazement. 

Nick knew that a bad break would settle his case at 
once and forever. 

And so with his hands on the table and perfectly mo- 
tionless, and his gaze fixed wonderingly on the terrible 
weapon so near his head, he waited for his cue. 

It was not long in coming. 

“Ive god you dead to rights, Neeck,” said the dwarf, 
mockingly. 

The detective half shut his eyes, expecting that the 
speech would be followed by a report that would mean 
for him good-by to earth. 

But the trigger was not pressed. 
The dwarf had the game in his own hands, apparently, 


ifurther evasion were useless, “I cave. 


and could afford to wait a little and play with his victim 
before sending forth his little leaden messenger of death. 

‘‘What inthe blue blazes does this mean?” ejaculated 
Nick, in assumed indignation. 

He had formed his plan of action. 

The Mexican could not know he was Nick Carter, for 
the present disguise was a perfect one. 

He could only guess that the great detective was before 
him. 

And a guess was far from a certainty. 

Nick determined to make a bold play for a winning. 

He was not dismayed when he saw Mike McGuire pro- 
duce a revolver, and hold it suggestively in his hand. 

“You might as well own up,” said the latter, men- 
acingly ; “for you can’t fool usa little bit. We're dead 
onto you.” 

“Well, then,” replied Nick, desperately, and as if 
Here is the blunt 
—every splutter I got trom the rooster, so help me bob.” 

So saying, he plunged one hand into his pocket and 
brought out three silver doJlars and slammed them on 
the table in front of him. 

The amazement of the rascally twain was increased, 
when he followed this action with this statement: 

“Ther nex’ time I rob a drunk, I’ll be keerful where I 
do it, an’ 1] take no more chances in ther day-time, 
either.” 

“See here, young feller,” said the astonished McGuire, 
“what kind of a game is this you’re givin’ us?” 

“What kind of a game are you, givin’ me?” retorted 
Nick, with a fine assumption of anger. ‘If you were cop- 
pers, I wouldn’t mind, but to be robbed by acouple of 
duffers in the same business—oh, I can spot one of the 
fraternity whenever I meet one—is what galls me, makes 
me feel sick.” 

“Will you be kind enough, senor, to explain whad you 
wass talking aboud?” put in the Mexican, blandly. 

“Explain?” looking at the dwarf contemptuously in 
spite of the menacing pistol. ‘“ What is there to explain? 
I robbed a drunk, you blokes saw me, and now you want 
the whole of the swag.” 

McGuire looked perplexed. 

So did the Mexican. 

Could it be possible, thought the latter, that a mistake 
had been made. 

“Take the cartwheels and buy a jag, an’ when yer good 
an’ full, remember that you robbed a good man to get the 
stuff.” 

McGuire turned his eyes from the dwarf to the silver 
dollar pieces. 

He picked one up, and started as he held it close to his 
eyes. 

It was not all silver—not by some ninety-five cents. 

A beautiful counterfeit. Nothing more. 

The broken-nosed ex-convict examined the other two. 

Bogus like the first. 

The Mexican, watching him intent}y with one eye, 
guessed what he had discovered. 

“Well, whad you theenk ?” was the latter’s query. 

“T think you have made a mistake, old son,” was 
McGuire’s reply. 

“T theenk so, too.” 

Nick drew a deep breath of relief. 

His bluff had worked. 

“God many of these?” asked the dwarf, when he put up 
his pistol. 

“A whole mine of it,” replied Nick, promptly. 

“Bedder nod let Neeck find it out.” 

“Nick Carter ?” 

“No, Neeck Harris.” 

“Oh, thér special agent of ther Treasury Department.” 

“Si, senor.” 

“T am not afraid of him. It’s the other Nick—the one 
you pretended to take me for—that I’m afraid of.” 

‘Has he ever got to your necktie?” interrogated 
McGuire. 

ce Once.” 

“Where.” 

“In Chicago. 

“What for?” 

“ Bunco.” 
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“How’d you work ?” 

“T had a pard ?” 

“What was his name?” 

“Slim Sam.” 

Nick named a noted bunco sharp who was then doing 
time in Joliet Prison. j 

McGuire eyed the disguised detective sharply. 

“And what’s your name?” he asked. 

“T’ve got a whole fist full er names. One fer each burg 
Thang out in. Herein Frisco I’m known as Whistling 
Billy. Ever hear that name?” 

6c No. oh) 

“The police have.” 

““Shouldn’t wonder.” 

“Want to hear me whistle ?” 

“If you won’t make too much noise.” 

“T won’t.” 

Thereupon Nick puckered his lips and emitted from his 


McGuire took it quickly, and, opening it nervously, 
glanced at the column containing the hotel arrivals. 
An eager scrutiny of a few seconds and his hands 


crushed the paper and flung it fiercely to the floor. de 


“They've come,” he muttered to himself, “and now for 
business.” 

There was a murderous look in his eyes as he lifted 
them to meet those of his wondering companions. 

“Tve got to leave you for a while,” he said, abruptly, 
as he rose to his feet; “but I?ll be on hand at Merchant 
street to-night, if I am alive.” 

The last three words were uttered slowly and mean- 
ingly. 

Nick appeared to give no heed to them. 

With a laugh, he responded : 

“Don’t fail to be on hand, Mister Man, for you’ll miss 
a picnic, if you are not there.” 

McGuire went out, and after a few moments Nick and 


throat such a series of bird warbles as would have made a|the dwarf separated. 


eanary or mocking bird die of envy. 
This exhibition settled the question of Whistling Billy’s 
status. 


‘The latter went out of the restaurant first. 
The disguised detective remained behind a few min- 
utes, giving as a reason, that he had not eaten his din- 


“Take your cartwheels,” said McGuire, as he shoved |2¢r yet. 


the three bogus dollars toward the detective, ‘‘we don’t 
want them, nor anything you’ve got.” 


When he was alone, he picked up the paper which Mike 
McGuire had flung to the floor. 
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“On da other hand, amigo,” put in the dwarf, “we may hi What a careless fool that fellow is,” mused Nick, as 
hi 


have something for you to do, eh?” 


s eyes fell on the list of arrivals at the Baldwin, ‘‘for in 


“Dm ther man fer you, if you’ve got a job,” responded | His rage he has driven his thumb-nail through the names 


Nick, readily. 


“How would you like to down dees Neeck Carter?” said St 


the Mexican, in a fierce whisper. 

“Wouldn’t like anything better.” 

“There’s a hondred doll’s in it for you.” 

“That’s big money to a citizen in my circumstances.” 

“Then you accept, senor?” 

“T accept.” 

“Good !” 

The Mexican rubbed his hands. 

McGuire grinned evilly. 

“The job must be done to-night,” the latter said, with 
deadly positiveness. 

“There wass nothing to prevent that.” replied the Mexi- 
ean, ‘for Neeck Carter in dose disguise as a tough will be 
at Merchanta street by seven o’clock.” 

“By appointment?” asked Nick, innocently. 

““Yes, and you must be there, amigo, and follow heem 
’ to da place——” 

He stopped to indulge in a silent fit of laughter. 

When his mirth had subsided, he said: 

“Theese wass funny. De tough ees to meet me and 
guide me to a place where I wass find Neeck Carter. He— 
Neeck Carter himself, amigo, wass to breeng meto Neeck 
Carter. Ha, ha, ha! Did you ever hear anything dat wass 
so funny like that, eh?” 

“The present situation is funnier,” was on Nick’s lips, 
but instead he said, with an appreciative smile: 

“No, [never did. It teats ther world.” 

“Playing Nick against Nick in order to lay Nick out,” 
remarked McGuire, “is a game that I would like to look 
at. Fancy the boss man-hunter’s surprise when he finds 
himself in a hole of his own digging. By the bones of 
Jesse James but I’d give a twenty to be on hand and see 
the expression on Nick Carter’s face when Whistling Billy 
here springs the trap on him.” : 

The pseudo-’longshoreman nodded his head in grim 
eomplacency. 

At the same time he was beginning to realize that he 
had taken a big contract on his hands. 

How was he to be at the Merchant street saloon to 

meet the Tar Flat tough, when he, Nick, was the tough ? 


I was most anxious to find.” 

And the names were: “Mr. and Mrs. Frank McLain, 
. Louis.” 

“Mrs. McLain,” said Nick to himself, with a smile of 


| satisfaction, “is a lady whose acquaintance I would like 


to continue. She may not be the ‘Empress’ of old, but she 
was McGuire’s Jennie no later than’a month ago, and 
McGuire’s Jennie knows nearly as much as McGuire about 
the man on whose trail I am anxious to get—Marion 
Hedspeth, the shrewd and daring leader of the Glendale 
gang.” 

As a well-dressed man about town, Nick, half an hour 
later, stood before the register in the Baldwin Hotel. 

He wrote a nameupon a card, and handed it to the 
clerk. 

“ Have that sent to 128, please.” 

‘“They have gone.” 

“'What—and only arrived an hour ago?” 

“Yes. They registered, had a room assigned them, but 
did not occupy it.” 

“What took them away?” asked Nick, whose disap- 
pointment was profound. 

“A telegram.” 

The clerk made a movement to take something from 
aR desk, but stopped as a sober second thought came to 

im. 

Nick, as quick as a flash, had his pocket-book on the 
counter. 

Handing Superintendent Byrnes’ “To Whom it May 
Concern,” introduction and recommendation to the clerk, 
the detective said, in his old brisk manner: 

‘Read that and then be kind enough to give me that 
telegram.” 

The clerk cid as requested, and his face flushed with 
pleasure as he held out his hand. 

“T am delighted to be of any service to you, Mr. Carter. 
The telegram, certainly; Mrs. McLain was so agitated 
after she had read it, that she allowed it to fall from her 
hands to the floor. I picked it up after she had gone, and 
Ae retained it, thinking that perhaps she might call for 
it. 

Nick listened politely. 

But a quick change came over his face when he took 


In other words, haw could he be two persons at the! the message in his hand and read these words: 


game time ? 

For the moment he could not see his way out of the 
difficulty. 

But he was not discouraged. 

Something would turn up in his favor before the crucial 
moment came. ; 

At this juncture, the proprietor parted the curtains of 


ithe stall occupied by the two conspirators, and laid that} tion you want. 


aiternoon’s edition of the Report on the table. 


| ‘Sr. Louis, ——, 1892. 

‘‘Jennige McLain, Baldwin Hotel, San Francisco :—McGuire has 
gone tothe coast by way of Los Angeles. He swears he will kill you. 
Look out. Mottin.” 

“Do you know where they have gone?” Nick asked the 
clerk, when he had finished reading the telegram. 

“No, but I'll tell vou who can give you the informa- 
( That policeman outside. They consulted 
him before they started off.” 
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The great detective bad 1.0 need to introduce himself to 
the guardian of the peace. 

They had known each other for years. 

“Now, Tompkins,” said Nick, “tell me where these peo- 
ple went.” 

“To Mrs. Lota’s restaurant on Ellis street.” 

“Near the hill?” 

ce Yes. 99. 

“T know: the place. 
later and explain.” 

'“ Better hurry up, if you want to witness the ceremony.” 

“What ceremony?” queried Nick, as he paused in his 
walk. 

“Jennie’s.” 

“Tsn’t she married yeé?” 

“No, going to be.” 

“To McLain ?” 

Ves. oP 

“Who is he?” 

“A drummer.” 

“T see you know as much as I do,” laughed Nick, and 
he was away before Tompkins could say another word. 

Boarding a cable-car, on Ellis street at the corner of 
Powell, the detective was barne swiftly to his destination. 

He left the car when opposite the restaurant above 
which were rooms let for lodgings, and, entering the es- 
tablishment, hurriedly accosted Mrs. Lota, who was _ be- 
hind the office desk. 

‘“Where is Jeunie Massingail?” he asked. 

“Up stairs in her room.” 

“ Who is with her?” 

“Frank McLain, I suppose.” 

“Has the marriage taken place yet?” 

44 No.” 

Nick walked to the door just in time to see Mike 
McGuire, Frank McLain, and Jennie coming along the 
sidewalk toward the restaurant. 

He stepped aside when they came up, and allowed them 
to pass in. 

What did the appearance of the three in company 
mean ¢ 

McGuire’s brows were contracted in a murderous 
scowl. MeLain, a dapper young man, with a handsome, 
colorless face, looked as if he were anything but comfort- 
able, while Jennie, a buxom, black-eyed beauty, wore a 
defiant expression on her countenance. 

“There’s going to be a circus,” thought Nick, “or I’m 
no judge of appearances.” 

He turned and re-entered the restaurant. 


Thank you, Tommy, I’ll see you 


& 


CHAPTER IV. 
THE MURDER OF THE EMPRESS. 


Nick Carter had come to California in pursuit of both 
Sly and Hedspeth, on information obtained in Mike 
McGuire’s joint, St. Louis. 

This information had come from the lips of the woman 
who was supposed by the respectable world to be his wife. 

The respectable world in this instance was in error re- 
garding their relationship, which was entirely of an un- 
lawful character. 

Jennie Massingail had at one time been as bold and bad 


as any woman of her years, who ever entered upon a/ 


career of crime; and as the “Empress,” she had been one 
of the leading spirits in the monster aggregation of band- 
its, whose robberies of trains, banks, and so forth had 
earried terror all over the West. 

Previous to his visit to St. Louis, and not long after, 
he, in association with Chick, had broken the backbone 
of this terrible league of crime, he came upon Jennie in 
Detroit. 

She had been abandoned while seriously ill by a man 
whom she had befriended; and without money and 
friends, would assuredly have died, had not Nick, with 
his usual generosity and kind-heartedness provided her 
with a suitable lodging-place, good food, and proper medi- 
cal attendance. 

She recovered her health, and to show her gratitude to 
the great detective, promised to assist him in arresting 
the two bold and desperate spirits who led the gang at 
Glendale. 


At St. Louis shortly afterward she met Mike McGuire, 
and she had not long been an occupant of his evil resort 
before Nick was furnished by her with the information he 
was so anxious to obtain. 

At her last interview with Nick, she had said: 

‘‘Tam going to turn over anew leaf. I am about to 
lead a better life. Would you believe it, Iam going to be 
married !” 

“Not to Mike McGuire?” 
ment. 

“No, to aman who occupies an honorable position in 
society.” 

“Tam glad to hear this, Jennie,” Nick had said, earn- 
estly, “and you have my best wishes for your prosperity. 
By the way, who is the man 2” 

“A commercial traveler from Detroit. 
Frank McLain.” 

“Have you any money?” asked Nick, as he looked at 
her steadily. 


“No, ’m broke. What I got out of the Glendale job 
was given to one of the men that Chick held up while 
playing robber in the Indian Territory.” 

“Then McLain will marry you for love.” 

“For love, of course.” 

“Do you return his affection 2?” 

“Yes, I do. He’s a good man, and—and I have never 
met any one that I liked so well. I will be a good and 


Nick had asked, in astonish- 


His name is 


| faithful wife to him, see if I don’t.” 


And Jennie and McLain had gone to San Francisco to 
have the knot tied. 

Why had they done this? 

To escape McGuire, Nick thought. 

And yet they were all three in Mrs. Lota’s restaurant 
on the eve of the marriage. 

Nick saw the trio pass from the dining-room into the 
kitchen. 


Another queer proceeding. 

It couldn’t be possible that Jennie had arranged to have 
the wedding take place there. 

As he started to follow them, McLain reappeared in the 
dining-room. 

His hat was off, and his face was pale with fear. 

Nick hurried forward and accosted him. 

“What’s up?” he asked. 

“She—Jennie—-my intended wife—is in danger.” 

‘“‘Then why didn’t you stay to protect her.” 

“T am unarmed, and that man—McGuire—shoved a pis- 
tol in my face, and told me he would shoot me if I didn’t 
clear out.” 

“And so you cleared ?” 

<9 Yes. +b) 

“Well, you just stay here and I’ll see if he can make 
me clear out.” 

Nick shat his teeth, and strode forward toward the 
kitchen door. 

As he opened it a scream of terror greeted his ears. 

It came from the lips of Jennie. 

The detective flung open the door, and rushed in. 

The kitchen was empty. 

Jennie had filed into the yard, and had been pursued by 
McGuire. 

As Nick reached the outer door, which was open, he 
saw McGuire point his pistol at Jennie’s head and press 
the trigger. 

A loud report followed. 

The bullet struck her between the eyes. 

Throwing her hands over her face, she reeled and sank 
to the ground with a moan. 

Nick Carter would have been in the yard in another 
moment, had not a man’s arms been thrown about him 
from behind. 

The man was McLain. 


“Hor Heaven’s sake, sir,” he said, in great agitation, 
i“don’t go out there, for he’ll kill you, sure.” 
The words had hardly left the drummer’s mouth before 


a second pistol report was heard. 

Unmindful of the two spectators in the door-way, the 
‘vengeful ex-convict had walked coolly to where his victim 
jlay and sent another bullet through ber neck. 

Enraged at McLain’s interference, well meant though 
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it was, Nick ty hea himself loose and sprang into the | ae it was probable that the ex-convict would be at tie. 


ard. 
i McGuire wheeled and discharged a third shot from his 
revolver, when the detective was within a few feet of 
him. 

The bullet failed to hit:the mark, but elicited a shriek 
from Mrs. Lota, who stood in front of McLain just within 
the door. 

Before the ruffian could make another murderous dem- 
onstration Nick Carter had him by the throat, 

Mike McGuire was no mean antagonist for the Little 
Giant, and for some moments they struggled about the 
yard with the advantage sometimes on one side and 
sometimes on the other. 

But at last Nick’s superior science told in his favor. 

McGuire was landed on his back on the ground, and 
the gr eat detective, with his knees planted in the mur- 
derer’s chest and his hands about his throat, was prepar- 
ing to reduce the broken-nosed murderer to utter submis- 
sion, when there came a swift rush of feet from behind, 
and he received a‘ blow on the back of his head that 
stretched him senseless. 

When he recovered consciousness, Frank McLain and 
Mrs. Lota were bending over him in anxious solicitude. 

‘“What—what has happened?” were his first words, as 
he looked at them in a bewildered manner. 

‘“That fiend of a McGuire had an accomplice,” said 
McLain, fiercely, “and he gave mea crack on the skull 
that laid me out for a while before he turned his atten- 
tion to you.” 

“What sort of aman was he? Describe him ?” 

“He was tall and dark, with restless eyes and a wide, 
wolfish mouth, and he had a slight stoop. I noticed him 
particularly, as he came through the dining-room.” 

“Marion Hedspeth for a thousand dollars,” muttered 
Nick under his breath, “and itis just like him to ap- 
pear in public without a disguise at a most dangerous 
erisis in his life. His. audacity and recklessness are no 
less remarkable than his utter disregard of the rights of 
others.” 

“He knocked you over,” said Mrs. Lota, “seized 
McGuire by the collar, and fairly dragged him to his feet 
and across the yard. He seemed to have the strength of 
a giant.” 

Nick scowled and indulged in some savage reflections. 

“Is Jennie dead ?” he asked, after a pause. 

“No,” said McLain, sadly; ‘‘but the doctor says that 
she cannot live.” 

“Can she speak ?” 

“A little.” 

“Where is she ?” 

“Up stairs.” 

“Who is with her?” 

“My daughter, Mary,” said Mrs. Lota. 

“TI think I will go up and see her.” : 

The detective arose to his feet, and stretched himself. 

He felt a little shaky, but he knew that his weakness 
would soon pass. 

The blow on his head had produced a slight abrasion of 
the scalp, and had shaken him up a bit—that was all. 

He went up stairs, and entered the room where the 
wounded ‘‘Hmpress” was lying. 

Her eyes were closed, as he approached the bed. 

He took her hand in his to feel the pulse. 

The hand was cold. 

Jennie Massingail was dead. 

“Tam sorry,” mused the Little Giant, * both on her ac- 
count and mine. She had entered upon a better life, but 
was not allowed to enjoy many of its fruits, and what 
later discoveries she had made, regarding the gang, will 
never be known, for her lips are sealed forever.” 

He left the building with a saddened brow. 

Looking at his watch, he saw that it was after four 
o’clock. 

At seven, he must be at the Merchant street saloon, if 
he wished to keep his appointment with the Mexican 
dwarf. 

The thought of the Mexican and the conversation had in 
the Pacific street restaurant made Nick’s brow clear some- 
what. 

McGuire had gone away in the Cop ene, of Here 


Merchant street rendezvous in the evening, for the reason 
that he was most anxious to see the last of the great New 
York detective. 

Nick wanted to go to Oakland and find Chick, but he 
feared that he would not have time to cross the bay, and 
afterward make the arrangements that were necessary 
for the evening’s appointment. | 

If Chick were only in San Francisco ! 

Perhaps a telegram might reach him. 

Nick went to the nearest office, and had a blank out, 
and was preparing to write, when alow chuckle behind 
him caused him to turn suddenly. 

The chuckle came from Chick. 

The great detective was so overjoyed at the sight of his 
assistant that he hugged the faithful fellow, asif Chick 
had been a woman. 

‘And how is it, old boy? 

“T’ve lost track of her.” 

“What! After you had her cornered ?” 

Nick shook his head in disapprobation. 

‘‘She’s a terror, and she played me a scurvy trick. But 
I'll get even with her.” 

“Tell me all about it, Chick.” 

In a quiet corner of the reading-room of the Baldwin 
Young Hercules told his story. 


What's the good word ?” 


CHAPTER V. 
OPENING OF A PECULIAR GAME. 


“I followed Mrs. Hedspeth to Oakland,” began Chick, 
“and saw her safely lodged in a quiet cottage on the 
Tunescal road. 

“By careful inquiries I learned that the cottage be- 
longed to a Mrs. Carpenter, who lived in the Hast some- 
where. She had made the purchase the year before while 
on a visit to Oakland, and was described to me as a young 
woman of dark complexion, medium height, long face, 
and addicted to diamond ear-rings.” 

“Maggie Hedspeth,” was Nick’s quick comment, as 
Chick paused and looked at his superior with a smile. 

“You’re right, and Maggie. disguised as a blonde, had 
come to occupy her own house.” 

“She’s as dangerous a woman as the ‘Empress’ used to 
be,” remarked Nick. 

“More. dangerous, because more intelligent,” replied 
Chick. 

“T have seen the last of the Empress,” said Nick, sol- 
emnly: “but Dll hear what you have to tell before giving 
you my experience.’ 

“Well, then, I’ll talk fast, Nick. 

“She hadn’t been settled in the cottage but a short time 
—an hour or so—when I knocked at the door in the char- 
acter of a book agent. 

‘*She had the impoliteness to slam the door in my face. 

“J went around the corner, made a quick change, and 
came back as a sewer inspector, having authority under 
the Board of Health, to inspect all sewer connections in 
the city of Oaks. 

“When the door was opened, a second time, I took good 
care that it was not closed before I had gained my end. 

“*Madam,’ said I, as smiling as a basket of chips, ‘I am 
the representative of the Health Department of the city 
of Oakland. In view of the cholera scare, it has been 
deemed necessary by——’ 

“<What do you want?’ she interrupted, with a snap of 
her black eyes. 

“<T want to assure myself that there are no leakages in 
your sewer connections and that the premises are in a 
proper state of cleanliness. ’ 

“«T have just arrived,’ she returned, quickly, ‘and can 
not be disturbed to-day.’ 

““T am sorry,’ I replied, ‘but——’ 

“You. will have to come ancther day,’ she said, vic- 
iously, and again tried to shut the door on me. 

“But I had my foot in far enough to prevent her. 

“Tyo vou intend to forcibly enter this house?’ 
asked, in a rage, and with her face a deep purple. 

‘“«T have no alternative,’ I answered, with my Madison 
sguare smile. 


she | 
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“*Your employers are brutes,’ she said. 
“*That is my opinion, madam,’ | returned, with a frank- 


_ness that made her look at me keenly.” 


“That’s where you were too frank, Chick,” remarked 
his superior. 


|voice. ‘I can’t get along withoutit. Why it doesn’t come © 
isamystery. It should have arrived yesterday. 

‘**Tam sorry now that I had it marked and consigned 
to Florence Waterman, for I am afraid that that terrible 
Nick Carter will put two and two together and spot it as 


“I soon found that out for myself. Her next words were|™y trunk; and, yet, if it comes I must get it, for there 
uttered with the design of leading me into the pit which I| are things in it that I need and that Marion needs.’ 


was presently to occupy. 


“Because they are brutes is no reason why you should | 


be one.’ 

“She said this in a sweeter tone than I imagined her 
capable of using. 

““No, madam,’ said I, ‘and——’ 

““And you will wait until to-morrow before making 
your investigation.’ 

“*Well, really,’ I stammered, ‘if you would allow me 
to take just one look at the kitchen, a mere look, nothing 
more, so that I could make some kind of a report, I think 
I could stave off the lengthy examination until another 
day ; perhaps——’ 

“Walk in and I will show you the kitchen,’ she inter- 
rupted, with a simulation of suavity that knocked my 
own effort cold. 


“In I walked, doing the fly act tor her spider business 
in a way that must have made her smile inwardly. 

“T got into the kitchen, and was standing near the sink 
with my nose keyed to a professional pitch, ready to an- 
alyze each particular smell that might chance to salute 
the aforesaid proboscis when there came a sharp click! | 
quickly succeeded by a rough grating noise, and——” 

“Down you went——” said Nick, finishing the seutence. 

“Down I went, McGinty fashion, to the floor of the cel- 
lar. I landed on my feet and was not hurt a particle, only 
shaken up in body and mind. 

“*You may take forever and a day to finish your inves- 
tigations, Mr. Inspector,’ floated a sweet, jeering voice 


down the trap, ‘and, if Iam not here when you are ready 
to report, you may conclude that I have put down the 
house as a sickly one, and have skipped out for my | 
health. Ta, ta, Chicky dear.’ 


“She said no more, and the trap closed, leaving me in 
darkness and about as wrathy as I ever was in my life. 

“But I did not lose much time in vain regrets. I began 
to explore that cellar in a hurry. 

“While I was moving about, testing the walls, I heard 
the noise of feet overhead and the low murmur of a 
woman’s voice. 

“*T wish I could catch what she is saying,’ I muttered, 
disappointedly, and just then my hand touched a stove- 
pipe. 

“A thought struck me, which carried an element of 
hope with it. 

“T had noticed while in the kitchen that it contained no 
stove, and yet the place for one was there. 

“Tf the hole in the chimney, on the floor above, was not 
capped, I ought to hear what she said—provided she 
would oblige me by keeping on with her soliloquy—if the 
sort o’ five-inch-pipe-phone, I purposed using, would per- 
torm the duty expected of it. 

“To test the matter without delay, I removed the pipe 
from the stove without ‘destroying the connection with 


“but we've got ’em, sure. 


*“*T wonder what the things are,’ said I to myself. 

“No further words left her lips for some moments. 

“She had stopped in her walk, and I judged her to be 
in deep reflection. 

“Pretty soon I heard her say : 

“*Tll wait twenty-four hours before calling at the ex- 
press office, for, perhaps, the dwarf may bring me good 
news. Inthe meantime I can make up my mind as to 
what disposition to make of Mr. Chick.’ 

“Not long after this I heard the front door slam, and 
guessed that she had left the house. 

“How was [ to get out of the hole into which I had 
fallen ? 

“By way of the chimney, was the answer that came al- 
most as soon as I had put the question to myself. 

“IT had to labor to get out, for it was slow, mean work 
digging out bricks with a stove-leg for a working tool, 
but, at last I found myself in the kitchen. 

‘““You’re pretty cute, Mrs. Hedspeth,’ I thought, when 
I was.on.deck again; ‘but being a woman you couldn’t. 
imagine, probably, the amount of strength and ingenuity 
that forms a part of the make-up of the average man. 
That trap was constructed for base purposes, but the: stove 
and the chimney were never intended for adjuncts.’ 

“T didn’t try to look the madam up, when I got on the 
street, but went to the express office, and, after learning 


| that a trunk had just arrived from St. Louis for Florence 


Waterman, hurried across the bay to find you. 

“T met Officer Tompkins on Market street, near tne 
Flood building, and he told me where you had gone. 

“Twas on my way to the place when I saw you walk 
into this office. That’s all.” 

Nick’s story was next told. 

Chick opened his eyes at its revelations. 

“By George, Nick,” he enthusiastically burst forth; 
We will watch the Oakland 
express office, and when Mrs. Hedspeth comes for her 
trunk, we’ll find out where she is staying. That point 
gained, the capture of the husband must follow, for he is 
sure to visit his wife.” 

“Not sure, Chick,” returned Nick, quietly. 

“No? And why not?” 

“Because tomy mind it is more likely that she will 
make an attempt to go to him.” 

“Tt amounts to the same thing in the end.” 

“Practically, yes; but in this case, Chick, we may not 
have to use the madam in order to unearth the husband.” 

“You think there is achance, then, of your coming 
upon Hedspeth to-night ?” 
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“T hope you may.” 

“Tf you do your part the chances of success will be in- 


creased.” 


“What part have you rigged up for me?” 
“T want you to assume the role of Nick Carter disguised 


the chimney, and then placed one side of my head, in-|as a tough.” 


cluding, of course, my ear, now opened to its widest ex- 
tent, against the open ‘end. 

““Now,’ said I to myself, ‘if the madam will be kind 
enough to proceed with her rehearsal, I will endeavor to 
pipe it off in proper fashion.’ ” 

“ Stove-pipe it off, eh?” 

“Of course,” returned Chick. 

“Well, she did proceed, and, though the words came 
faintly down the chimney, I could distinguish every one 
of them. Te 

“T was in luck. 

“The chimney hole in the kitchen was open, and there 
was nothing to interfere with the transmission of sound 
from the point above to the point below. 

“Maggie Hedspeth was the speaker. 

“She was alone, and utterly oblivious of the fact that 
she could be overheard. 

“*T must have that trunk,’ she said, in a determined 


“That will be tough on Nick.” 

“Not if you display your accustomed chic.” 

“That’s a stand-off. Let it go at that.” 

‘All right, Chick.” 

They left the telegraph office together, but parted at the 
end of the block. 

Seven o’clock came, and found the Mexican’ dwarf 
standing in front of the saloon on Merchant street, in the 
vicinity of the old City Hall. 

A minute had not elapsed before a. slovenly dressed 
individual, with the face and manners of a tough, 
slouched up from the direction of Kearney street. 

“Well, here Lis, Allebezambo Cataranto, I would say 
Antonio. Here yer behol’ me on time, an’ stanch, loyal, 


an’ true like a pig’s foot in mush. See?” 

“T wass see, senor,” responded the dwarf, genially. 
“Coma in an’ hafa dreenk, an’ then we talk bood da 
beesness, eh ?” 
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“Dat’s me, for I ain’t hit ther bottle fer an hoae ° 

As the twain entered the saloon, Nick Carter, made-up 
as the “longshoreman, cume up the narrow sidewalk from 

“Monigomery street way and stopped by the saloon door. 

As he stood there waiting for developments, an old negro 
hobbled up with a big.bundle under his arm. 

Nick gave him one Sharp glance. 

The negro had a broken nose. 

Mike McGuire in disguise. 

For two hours the police and detective force of San 
Francisco had been searching for him in vain. 

Nick could have arrested him then and there, but to 
have done so would have destroyed the plan so carefully 
arranged for the caputre of Hedspeth, the leader of the 
Glendale gang. 

The great detective made up his mind to lay low, watch 
his chances, and with the aid of Chick land both of the 
outlaws in jail that night. 

He knew that McGuire had come to the saloon for a 
purpose, and that he would not likely betake himself to 
his hiding-place until that purpose had been attempted, if 
not accomplished. 

And that purpose was the murder of himself, Nick 
Carter. 

The saloon door opened presently, and Chick, as the 


tough, and the Mexican, walked out. 
And now a most peculiar and interesting game opened 
in earnest. 


CHAPTER VI. 
A SERIES OF SURPRISING ADVENTURES. 


Without paying any attention, apparently, to the par- 
ties in front of the saloon, Chick and the Mexican went up 
the street to Kearney, along Kearney to Washington, and 
thence to the old Waverly place, and a disreputable sec- 
tion of the Chinese quarters. 

Chick stopped in front of a large building, whose front 
was covered with Chinese signs, and from whose win- 
dows no lights shone. 

““Der bloke’s in dere,” he said to the dwarf. 

“Who? Nick Carter?” 

“Cert. He’s der party yer dyin’ ter see, ain’t he?” 

“Thad wass so, amigo.” 

At the corner, some thirty feet below them, two per- 
sons had stopped. 

They were McGuire and Nick. 

The disguised ex-convict had made himself known to 
the false ’longshoreman. 

He believed that he could trust the man who owned 
three counterfeit half-dollars, and who knew where bar- | 
rels of the ‘‘queer” could be obtained. 

Everything looked favorable for the success of the 
great detective’s programme, and yet there was an uncer- 
tain element in it, and that was Hedspeth. 

That he would appear during the evening, Nick felt 


i were flashed across the small, 


sure, but when and where were questions that he could 
not answer. 

It would not do to sound McGuire, for the murderer’ S| 
suspicions would be instantly awakened. 

“T’ve got to trust to luck and keep my eyes open,” said | 
Nick to himself. 

“Shall I go in and bring the detective out?” asked 
Chick. 

The Mexican shook his head. 


“No, you wass taka me in there where I wags see and. 
\the murderous blow had been struck, in order to assure 


talka with heem.” 
“ All right, Antonio. 
See?” 


Suit yerself, ferany way gait me. 


He passed down a narrow flight of stairs to the base- 
ment, and opened the door with a key taken from his 
pocket. 

Up to this moment the dwarf had not thouehe to ask 
the false tough what the dreaded New York detective was 
doing in that deserted building. 


He put the question just as Chick turned the knob of | 


the door, not that he expected to gain any information, 
but to see if the tough—whom he believed to be Nick 
Carter himself—would keep up his reputation Bs, a first- 
class all-around liar. 


Chick’s answer was ready. 


“1 lured der bloke here,” he said, promptly, “on der 


represenvation dat I would get you ter visit him arter a: 


See?” 

oe Me eke ‘ 

The supreme audaeity of Young Hercules’ statement 
almost took the dwarf’s breath away. 

“Yes, you,” returned Chick, boldly. 
yer bad. Tinks yer no good.” 

“ He does, eh ?” 

The Mexican was shaking with rage, and his little eyes 
were like coals of fire. 

“Yes, an’ der game he gimme about you ’ud make yer 
hair curl ef I give it to yer der way I gotit. See?” 

The dwarf made no answer. 

Chick went into a dark room, and got his dark lantern 
in readiness to flash it. 

The Mexican remained at the door. 

He was waiting for the ’longshoreman to come up and 
carry out the murderous programme which he, the dwarf, 
was too weak and cowardly to undertake. 

Presently Nick in his assumed character came down 
the steps. 

McGuire followed him. 

“He wass in there,” whispered the dwarf, hoarsely, to 
Nick, “now, goin and feenish heem.” 

Nick drew an ulgy looking knife, put on a murderous 
scowl, brushed past his employer, and entered the room. 

He could see Chick’ 
came in from one small window, and he made a rush for 
him, at the same time allowing a‘peculiar, hissing sound 
to escape his lips. 

This was the signal agreed upon for the approach of the 
genuine Nick. 

As Chick fell to the floor, with the false “longshoreman 
on top of him, he uttered a. blood-curdling groan, fol- 
lowed by sounds, as though a knife were being driven 
again and again into the supposed victim’s body, which 
were carried to the eagerly listening ears in the door-way. 

At last Nick Carter arose to nis feet, the blade of his 
knife dripping with blood—not Chick’s, but the blood of 
a bullock previously concealed in a bladder. 

“There !” he gasped, as he staggered toward the dwarf 
and McGuire, “ ve done it. He is dead as a door-nail.” 

“Let me see,” said the murderer of Jennie Massingail. 
“Who’s got a lantern? Either of you?” 

“T have,” said Nick. 

“Then open it quick, and come on.” 

The detective produced his bull’s-eye, and as its rays 
unfurnished room, the 


while. 


“He wants ter see 


Mexican uttered a cry of delight. 

The tough lay as one dead, with his face covered with 
blood, and blood all over his white shirt and in a pool on 
the floor. 

McGuire’s feelings were too deep for utterance. 

“T don’t care for all the detectives on the coast,” ran 
his thoughts, “so long as this relentless devil is out of the 
way.” 

“ Hold the lantern a minute,” said Nick to the dwarf. 

The Mexican took it wonderingly. 

The detective stepped back to the door, and closed and 
locked it. 

The time for decisive action had arrived. 

And there was not a moment to be lost, for he believed 
—although, he bad not the slightest evidence on the point 
—that Marion Hedspeth was not far away, that he knew 
of the plot against his enemy, and would be on hand after 


himself that Nick Carter was no longer among the living. 

“Took here, Mac!” the disguised detective said, in an 
excited tone, as he turned the key in the lock, “ what does 
this mean, I wonder?” 

The murderer of Jennie Massingail turned quickly to- 
ward the door,‘in curiosity and fear. 

The dwarf at the same instant presented his back to the 
| recumbent Chick. 

“Now,” cried Nick, in a fierce, commanding voice, and 
_ then the two villains were treated to a genuine surprise, 
‘and a most unwelcome one. 

At the moment Chick sprang to his feet, and threw 
himself on the Mexican, Nick leaped forward, and dealt 
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the disguised McGuire a blow on the head with a clubbed 
revolver that made him drop in his tracks as if struck by 
a pile-driver. 

The battle was over iv less time than it takes to tell it. 

Both the victims were bound and gagged, and Nick and 
Chick were standing over the prostrate forms, when there 
eame a light rap on the door. 

“Tt’s our man,” whispered the great detective to his 
assistant. “Take vour place on one side of the door, and 
be prepared to nab him when I let him in.” 

Another rap was heard. 

Nick stepped lightly to the door, and in a hoarse whis- 


‘Yes. I believe Ido,” grunted Nick. “Your coming 
‘scared Hedspeth away, and spoiled my little game. But 
I can’t blame you, captain, of course,” added the great 
detective, earnestly, “for I had neglected to inform you 
‘of my programme for the evening. In fact, I thought 
'Chick and I could manage the affair alone.” 

“And so you could, Carter,” returned the captain, en- 
ee “and Iam sorry that I interfered in the way 

did.” 

“You did your duty, as you alwaysdo. Say no more 
about it.” 

The captain picked up the bull’s-eye which had fallen 


per, demanded : 
““Who’s there?” 
“Me. ” 
“'Who’s me ?” 
“The boss.” 
““What’s your handle?” 
‘*Marion.” 
“ Are you alone?” 
as Yes. 99 
‘All right.” 
Nick opened the door quickly. 


from the dwarf’s hands when Chick assaulted hii, and 
turned its light upon the bound captives on the floor. 
“The Mexican,” he commented, “that’s good, very 
good, Carter. And who’s the other fellow, a genuine 
moke or a counterfeit ?” 
“He’s a counterfeit.” 
“What’s his name?” : 
“Mike McGuire,” answered Nick, with a quiet smile. 
“What!” was the San Francisce detective’s joyful ex- 
clamation. “Not the murderer of Jennie Massingail.” 
“The same,” replied Nick, with a keen enjoyment of 


A tall, stout man stepped in to be instantly. seized by | hig friend’s surprise. 


the waiting Chick. 

And then a most astonishing thing occurred. 

The new-comer was followed by half a dozen men 
armed with pistols and clubs. 

While Chick and the stout man were struggling over 
the floor, the adherents of the latter had hurled them- 
selves against Nick. 

The semi-darkness prevented him from understanding 
the situation. 

He fought like a madman. 

One after another he sent the assailants sprawling on 
the floor, and had backed against the wall, with his re- 
volvers out determined to sell his life as dearly as pos- 
sible, when the man who was giving Chick about as much 
as he could attend to, cried out, commandingly : 

“Don’t shoot, boys, if you can help it. We want to take 
Hedspeth alive.” 

The voice was that of Captain Lees, the chief of the San 
Francisco detective force. 

Chick and Nick lost not a moment in announcing them- 
selves. 

The situation changed in a moment from a desperate | 
into a ludicrous one. 

The six policemen who had been roughly used by the | 
great New York detective, were not disposed to laugh, 
however. ; 

Neither, for that matter, was Nick or Chick. 

Captain Lees was the only one who ventured to chuckle. 

“T’ve lost a trick,” he said; “but I can’t help laughing, | 
the thing is so funny. Why in a minute more, strong as I 
am, and with all my skill and experience, I should have 
been flat on my back on the flour with this young giant of | 
an assistant of yours, Carter, on top of me.” 

“How did you chance to come here?” asked Nick, ab- 
ruptly. 

“We have had the Mexican under suspicion for some 
time, and when he started out this evening, he was fol- 
lowed by one of my men—Jones, there with the black 
eye.” 

Jones growled something inaudible. 

“When he saw the dwarf and three other shady-looking 


\ 


-characters go in here, he ran back to the City Hall and hi 


notified me. : 
“T got seven of Crowley’s boys, and set to make a raid 


“And if I had let you alone, you would have caught 
Hedspeth. Carter, you deserve a gold medal.” 

‘Something else would please me better just now.” 

“ Whats’ that?” 

“To run across Hedspeth.” 

“T7ll bet you’ll catch him yet.” 

“TU bet Dll try,” returned Nick, grimly, “and I’ll be- 
gin, now.” 

He stooped down, and removed the gag from McGuire’s 
mouth. 

“Now, Mike,” said the great detective, gravely, “you 
know it’s all up with you.” 

“Ves, curse you, Nick Carter, and I have to thank 
you for it,” said the ex-convict, ferociously. 

“Tt won’t do you any harm to tell us where Hedspeth’s 
hiding-place is.” 

“My men may run him down,” said Captain Lees. 

“T am afraid not. The fellow is a fine sprinter, and as 
cunning as a fox, besides.” 

At this moment, as if to furnish proof of the correctness 
of Nick’s conclusion, the two “policemen who had been 
sent after Hedspeth, came into the room with crest-fallen 
looks. 

“Lost him, did you?” questioned Captain Lees, in a 
sarcastic tone. 

“Yes.” said one, “he was too quick for us. He went up 
a flight of stairs on Clay street, rushed through the build- 
ing to the rear, climbed down a gutter-pipe, cleared a 
back fence, and disappeared.” 

‘‘Bully for Hed,” said McGuire, who had been an eager 
listener. - 

“You had best tell us where we may find him,” urged 
Nick. 

“Tell nothing.” 

‘He is no friend of yours.” 

Rats.” 

“Has he whacked up for the work you did for him in 
St. Louis 2” 

“No, but he will when he gets the boodle.” 

“The madam has it, I suppose.” 

“No matter who has it, when he gets it [ll hear from 
im ” 


“You'll probably need the money in your defense for 


on the party, believing that I woud catch either Hedspeth | the murder of Jennie.” 


or McGuire, or both. 

“Az we neared the building, I saw a tall fellow come 
quickly up the stairs. 

“He had evidently heard our approach just as he was 
about to enter the basement.” 


McGuire scowled and made no reply. 

“Youll never see a cent of the Glendale money,” Nick 
went on, “for two reasons. The first is that Hedspeth 
would play you for a sucker if he had the chance, and the 


| second is that the money will never reach his hands.. I'll 


“ Hedspeth,” said Nick, in a disgusted tone, “I knew he | get it, as I got the other portion.” 


would come.” 

“T didn’t know who he was, couldn’t tell atthe dis- 
tance and in the dim light, but when he darted down 
Waverly place, I set two of Crowley’s boys after him, 
while with the rest of my force I moved on.the basement. 
You know the rest.” 


“The dickens you will! How?” 

“That’s my secret.” 

‘When you get it,” remarked McGuire, with a sneer, 
“come to me and I’ll tell you where to find Hedspeth.” 

“JT don’t believe you.” 

“T give you my word of honor.” 
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ue evar , Mike! Why, you don’t know the meaning of| the presence of Captain Lees and Chief Tompkins, of Oak- 
e word.” ; f land. 

__ See here,” returned the murderer, in a white heat,| It was from Mrs. Hedspeth to her husband, and warned 
‘T'll bet my head that ll doasIsay. Turn up the rest| him to be on his guard, for the reason that Nick Carter 


of the Glendale boodle, and I'll turn up Hedspeth.” was in the city, and urged him not to call at the post-office 


“You may have a chance tomake good your promise! for any more letters. 
before twenty-four hours,” replied Nick, quietly, “unlessI) « Aha!” thought Nick, “this will bring him down, or 1 


gather my man in before that time.” am no judge of human nature. Hedspeth must be expect- 
~ You make me tired. ing a letter, and we will catch him if we watch the San 
Nick smiled and turned away. Francisco post-office closely.” 


An attempt to gain any information from the Mexican} Before leaving the jail the detectives tried in vain to 


regarding Hedspeth’s whereabouts resulted in a flat fail-| set the robber’s wife to talk. ; 


ure. “ Tt’s no use,” she said, ‘‘you can’t get anvthing out of 
Nick came to the conclusion that the fellow did not|me. If you want to find my husband you’ll have to do it 
know much about the Glendale robber’s affairs. without help of mine.” 
He had been employed by Mrs. Hedspeth, but she had| After arranging with Chief Tompkins that the arrest of 
not given him much of her confidence. Mrs. Hedspeth should be kept secret for the present Nick 
That night the two captives occupied quarters in the}and Chick left the jail. 
city prison. The letter to ‘Fred Simpson” was posted, and they were 
The next morning found Nick and Chick in Oakland. making their way toward a restaurant when they saw the 
The move on McGuire and the Mexican had failed on|woman who had searched the robber’s wife at the jail 
account of an unforeseen circumstance. moving rapidly along the sidewalk across the way. 
Mrs. Hedspeth must now be the object of attack. She was but half a block from Seventh street, and the 
The two detectives went to the express office on leaving | train from Fruit Vale had just pulled up to take on pas- 
the train. sengers for San Francisco. - 
The trunk consigned to Florence Waterman was still} The detectives saw her cast a quick, furtive look in 
there. their direction and then hasten her steps. 
Nick would have liked to have opened it and explored! “Something’s wrong,” remarked Nick, “and I think we 


its contents, but he knew he would not be permitted to do| had better let our dinner go for the present, and follow 
this until proof had been adduced that the trunk was the | her.” 
property of the robber Hedspeth’s wife and accomplice. “My sentiments.” : 
That proof could not be furnished until Mrs. Hedspeth| They saw her board the train, and they had time before 
came forward and claimed the trunk. i the bell rang to go into a convenient hall-way and make a 
The moment the trunk was turned over to her Nick| quick change. ‘ k ; 
intended to place her under arrest. The train pulled out with Nick and, Chick on the last 
i This action was now necessary in order that the plunder | car. : 
» might be secured, and aiso that a new planhe had formea| The woman was shadowed to the San Francisco ferry 
‘might be carried out. landing, where she took a cable car and went out to 


- All the forenoon Nick and Chick, thoroughly disguised, | Golden Gate Park. 


j ick accompanied her. 
kept a keen watch over the express office. Nick and Chic 
Twelve o’clock came, and they were becoming tired and At the park they were treated to a surprise and a sen- 


hungry, when they saw a tall woman heavily vailed cross | S@tion. 
the street in front of them and walk rapidly toward 


Wells, Fargo & Co.’s door. 
“That’s Maggie,” Nick’s eyes said to Chick’s. CHAPTER VII. 
They watched her in silence. NICK COMES OUT AHEAD. 


She entered the express office, and Nick got near enough Th . . 
a = e woman left the car in front of the main entrance 
the open door to hear her ask, in the voice of Hedspeth’s to the park, and without looking behind her hurried 


wife ; . swiftly down the broad avenue until she came opposite 
“Ts there a trunk here for Florence Waterman ?” the Garfield monument. 
What response the clerk made and what further words! ere she stopped, took something from her bosom, and 

left her lips Nick had no ears for. _ at the same time gave one quick glance over her shoulder. 
He was by Chick’s side when Maggie walked out of the! Nick and Chick were not in sight? 

office. The instant she had come to a stand-still they had 


As she came opposite to where they stood her eyes be-| darted into the dense shrubbery on one side of the avenue. 
neath her vail glanced quickly from one to the other, and; Presently the woman moved on, and ascending the steps 
a slight exclamation escaped her. on the left of the conservatory entered the narrow avenue 

In another instant Nick had her by the right arm, | leading to the canal. 

Chick by the left. Here the trees were tall, close together, and the shade 

“Don’t create a scene,” said the great detective, in a| was dense. 
low voice, “but act like a sensible woman, and come| The two detectives, by a cut-off reached the avenue as 
along quietly.” soon as she did. 

“ You devil!” she hissed, ‘‘I’ve been afraid of you all Suddenly she paused and began to cry. 
along.” “T wish I were dead,” she said, in a despairing voice, 

But she made no resistance, and in a quarter of an|‘‘and I could be dead if I only had the courage to swallow 
hour she was the occupant of a cell in the Oakland jail. _| this.” et pa 

After telephoning Captain Lees and Chief Crowley of| She held up a two-ounce bottle, half filled with some 
the capture Nick, accompanied by Chick, went back to the | dark-colored liauid, and contemplated it with fear dilated 

33 office. eyes. , 
T thore thor ented until Lees arrived. Tape come all the way from Oakland to do this, and 

The trunk was then opened and found to contain dia-;now, now I am afraid,” she muttered. 
mond rings and jewelry galore, besides over eight thous-| She said no more for a few moments. ; 
and dollars in gold and greenbacks—the missing portion! Her sobs ceased, and the watching detectives saw a 


of the plunder gathered in at Glendale. hard, determined look come into her face. 
Returning to the jail Nick had Mrs. Hedspeth’s person| “TI will do it,” she cried, “I will be brave, and end it 
searched by a female of the institution. all here.” 


Besides several articles of jewelry a sealed letter was| She raised the bottle, and was about to press it to her 
found directed to ‘‘Fred Simpson, General Delivery, | lips when Nick and Chick sprang out into the road, the 
San Francisco.” : former in advance. 

Nick, without any compunction, opened and read it in The woman paused when she saw them, and an expres- 
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sion that was something diabolical appeared quickly in 
her countenance. 

Nick saw the change, and with one hurried cry, ‘Down 
Chick,” ducked his head, and leaped forward. 

His quick divination of her purpose saved him froma 
frightful injury. 

The bottle contained vitriol, and its contents were flung 
at his face the moment his head went down. 

The flesh-destroying poison was scattered over the 
ground, not a drop reaching either of the detectives. 

After a terrific struggle, for the woman was strong, and | 
fought like a tigress, she was overcome and laid panting 
on the bank under the trees. 

‘Why did you attempt my life?” asked Nick, sternly. 

“Because I was paid to do it,” was the bold answer. 

‘“ Mrs) Hedspeth paid you, I presume?” 

79 Yes. ph) 

“She was anxious that I should be disfigured, was she?” | 

“Yes, disfigured and blinded, and I had enough vitriol 
to do the business.” 

“Do you know Mrs. Hedspeth ?” 

“She’s my cousin.” 

“Ah, Isee. You are Jack Lyddon’s widow.” 

Sieg. ” 

Jack Lyddon was a noted California stage robber, who 
had made one attack too many.” 

The great detective turned to his assistant. 

“Chick, what shall we do with this interesting person?” | 

“‘Let her go.” - 

Mrs. Lyddon’s boldness and hardihood vanished. 

She began to cry. 

“Do you think you will want to try to do me again?” 

“No, no,” she moaned. 

“Do you know where Hedspeth is?” 

The woman’s mouth closed firmly. 

“TJ see that you do, and also that you are not disposed 


to betray him.” 


_ Byran, Lees, and Campbell confronted him at the same 
instant with three cocked revolvers. 


» | Cody and Silvey stood at one side ready to give their 


assistance should it be required. 

Hedspeth saw it was useless to fight against such over- 
whelming odds. 

“You've done it,” he said to Nick Carter, “and the jig’s 
up, I suppose.” 

“You’re singing on the right key, old boy,” was the 
grim reply. 

He did not deny his identity, and only smiled when 
criminating evidence was found upon his person. 

A few days later he was provided with an “Oregon 
boot,” and put on the train for St. Louis. 

This boot is a cowhide arrangement so fixed with belts, 
rings, bolts, and bands that when he who has one on lifts 


| his foot he lifts twenty pounds. 


It was necessary that the dreaded robber should be se- 
cured against an escape. 

With him went a large force of detectives, Nick Carter 
in command. 

Before leaving San Francisco Nick obtained Mrs. Lyd- 
don’s release. 

Mrs. Hedspeth had preceded her husband to the East. 

After her arrival in St. Louis, when she found how 


strong a case Nick Carter had made out against Hedspeth, 
ishe made two desperate and determined attempts to com- 


mit suicide, one by hanging, and the other by beating her 
head against the wall of her cell. 
She was discovered in time in each instance to save her 


(life. 


Sly and Hedspeth were convicted, but McGuire has not 
yet been brought to trial. 

He escaped from the officers while on his way Hast, but 
was afterward rearrested in St. Louis. 

The hangman is sure to get him. 

What Manager Damesel, of the Adams Express Company, 


“T can’t,” she said; ‘“‘don’t ask itofme.” | isaid to Nick Carter when the great detective returned to 
“Very well then, we must take our measures accord-|§t. Louis after having arrested the leaders of the Glendale 


ingly. Wedonot intend to prosecute you, but we shall 
be forced to take you to jail and keep you there until 
Hedspeth is captured. 
let you off now, when you could hunt him up and give 


It would never do, you know, to| 


‘rrobbery and recovered the last portion of the stolen 
plunder, may be readily imagined. 

| And his conversation had a. substantial as well as a 
complimentary ring to it, as a certain check, which Nick 


him warning of the movement that has been made against 
him.” 

Mrs. Lyddon’s pale face became paler, but she had 
nothing to say in opposition to this arrangement. 

The two detectives conveyed her to the city prison. 

There was a bare possibility that Hedspeth might call 
at the post-office after the distribution of the afternoon 
mail. 

Nick saw Captain Lees and Chief Crowley, and outlined 
his programme. ; RNitat 

They agreed to lend their assistance in carrying it out 
in every particular. 

When the general delivery window of the post-office 
opened after the mail from Oakland and the north had 
been distributed a detail consisting of Detectives Lees, 
Bryan, Cody, and Selvey and police officer Campbell had 
the place under surveillance. Ina corner of the corridor 
stood Nick and Chick. ; aia 

The great detective, who knew Hedspeth, was to give 
the signal when he came up. Hihoe 

Half au hour passed, and the officers were beginning to 
fear that their quarry was not coming when a tall, dark- 
complexioned young man, with restless eyes and a slight 
stoop, ran up the steps from Washington street and en- 
tered the corridor. 

To the casual observer he looked like the clerk of some 
wholesale house coming after his mail. 

He had shaved off his mustache, but Nick knew him the 
moment he set eyes upon bim. ‘ 

The great detective clapped the palms of his hands 
together. 

This was the signal for 
close in on the robber. 

Detective Byran was the first to approach Hedspeth. 

The latter, scenting danger, thrust both his hands into 
his overcoat pockets, in each of which was a revolver. | 

Atthis critical moment Nick Carter jumped for him, 
and pinioned his arms. 


Captain Lees and his men to 


|afterward divided with Chick, abundantly testified. 
[THE END. | 
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